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CHARACTERS 
(In the order of their appearance.) 


Mrs. May (proprietress of the ‘‘ Husbands Supplied” Bureau). 
Miss Jones (her assistant). 

Mrs. Worr 

Mrs. BEE 

Miss WAFF (Demand). 

Miss CRUNCH 

An Orp LADY 

Tue Man (Supply). 


ScENE.— The office of the ‘‘ Husbands Supplied " Matrimonial 
Bureau, 
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ScENE.—The office of the “ Husbands Supplied” Matri- 
monial Bureau. The office is precisely similar to the 
Domestic Registry office in the old days when maids 
could be obtained therefrom. 

Some sort of a small desk or counter in the background, 
on which are laid ledgers, pens and ink. 

Chairs line the walls ; notices are displayed on the 
walls. A cheap print of * When did you last see your 
father?” hangs, appropriately enough, on the wall. 

Two doors—one L. leads to the hall—one R. to an 
inner office and mystery. 


Mrs. May rings a small bell and Miss Jones enters from 
the inner office. Mrs, May ts a voluminous figure with 
a toupé, an adequate figure and a Presence. Miss 
Jones has none of the three. 


Mrs. May. Everything ready, Miss Jones? There'll 
be a lot of them answering the door to-day. 

Miss Jones. Indeed, madam ? 

Mrs. May. Yes! It’s Wednesday. We always get 
a lot of applications for husbands the first half of the 
week. The husbands have run away from the cold 
remainder of Sunday's roast. 

Miss Jonzs. Don't husbands like cold meat, madam ? 

Mrs. May. No man likes anything cold, Miss Jones. 
They may tell you they do, but don't believe them. All 
men are sheiks. The quieter they look, the bigger dirty 
dogs they are. I have had men in this office who 
looked as though butter wouldn't melt in their mouths, 
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and, believe me or believe me not, they’d ruin the 
moral character of an iceberg. 

Miss Jones. They’re not all like that, are they ? 

Mrs. May. Yes, they are. They cling together like a 
pack of wolves. If you ever hear one man say of 
another that he’s a decent fellow, you may take my word 
for it that he’s the most indecent thing you’ve ever 
come across in your life. 

Miss Jones. You've been married yourself, madam ? 

Mrs. May. Certainly. Three times. 

Miss Jones. Did they all die, madam ? 

Mrs. May. They all passed away. 

Miss Jones. It must be wonderful to be married 
three times. Do tell me about your husbands. 

Mrs. May. There’s nothing much to tell. My first 
was an actor. He used to tour the provinces, and 
came home for week-ends—occasionally. I called him 
“Faith.” My second was a little rabbit of a man with 
asthma and a chest protector. I called him “ Hope.” 

Miss Jones. And the third ? 

Mrs. May. Oh! the third was a lonely bachelor, 
who couldn’t get his socks mended, and so I called him 
* Charity.” 

Miss Jones. And they all went west ? 

Mrs. May. Yes! “Faith” got killed in a motor 
accident when he was driving the car with his right 
hand, and making love to someone else’s wife with his 
left. 

Miss Jones. That must be very difficult to do. 

Mrs. May. Not at all. “ Faith” was left-handed. 
“ Hope ” got scalded to death when his hot-water bottle 
burst. 

Miss Jones. Oh, madam, how tragic I 

Mrs. May. Tragic-—I should think so indeed—a 
brand-new hot-water bottle. 

Miss Jones. And “ Charity ” ? 

Mrs. May. “Charity,” I regret to say, had the 
stupidity and inconsideration to swallow a whole packet 
of weed killer, after I had spent a good hour trying to 
persuade him to come to a bargain sale with me. 
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Miss Jones. My goodness! What was he doing 
with the weed killer ? 

Mrs. May (darkly). I often wondered. We hadn't a 
garden. 

Miss Jones. I don't quite understand how you run 
the Bureau, madam. 

Mrs. May. It's quite simple. When you want a 
maid, or when you lose a maid, what do you do? Go 
to the Bureau and get another. Well, it’s the same 
thing here. If you want a husband or lose a husband, 
come along here, put your name down, and state your 
requirements. Fee, one guinea per husband, and no 
responsibility taken for subsequent proceedings—legal 
or otherwise. 

Miss Jones. My! And do you get a lot of ladies 
here looking for husbands ? 

Mrs. May. Thousands of them. Big ones—little 
ones—fat ones—thin ones—young ones—old ones— 
pretty ones—and ones as ugly as the devil. There's 
always a shortage of good maids, and there’s always a 
shortage of husbands good or bad. Now, don’t forget 
your duty is to write down particulars of clients and the 
sort of husbands they want in that big ledger. 


(There’s a loud knocking at the door.) 
Ah! an early bird after a worm. Show her in. 


(Enter Mrs. Wurr—furs, accent, scent, more furs, and 
more accent.) 


Good morning, madam. 

Mrs. Wurr. Good morning. 

Mrs. May. What can I do for you? 

Mrs. Wurr. Well, what I really want is a husband. 

Mrs. May. I can see that. Will you kindly give my 
assistant the full particulars. Name, age (approxi- 
mately, of course), description, nature, requirements. 

Mrs. Wurr. Lucretia Wuff—Mrs. Wuff—I am a 
widow. 

Mrs. May. Oh! Divorced, bigamist or grass ? 


Mrs. Wurr. Well, certainly not grass. : 
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Mrs. May. Not grass—hard court, eh? Put that 
down, Miss Jones. Your age ? 

Mrs. Wurr. Well, thirty—five. 

Mrs. May. Thirty-five, Miss Jones. Plus fifteen. 

Mrs. Wurr. What do you mean by plus fifteen? I 
am not fifty. 

Mrs. May. Oh, no, madam. That’s not your age, 
that’s your handicap. What sort of husband do you 
wish for ? i 

Mrs. Wurr. Oh, something exciting. 

Mrs. May. Something exciting—ahem! Put her 
down as an optimist, Miss Jones. And his age ? 

Mrs. Wurr. Oh, about twenty-three or twenty-four. 

Mrs. May. Twenty-three or twenty-four. Put down 
baby snatcher after optimist. And now habits ? 

Mrs. Wurr (turns up right). Oh, I'm not particular. 
He must dance well, of course, and mix cocktails, and 
not want to go to bed too early, and be able to play 
jazz, and know something about racing, and be able 
to act and swim, and drive a car, and play a decent 
hand at bridge, and 

Mrs. May. Have you got all that down, Miss Jones ? 

Mıss Jones. Yes, madam. He must be able to 
dance well, play a decent hand at jazz, and not want 
to mix cocktails in bed. 





(There’s another knock at the door.) 


Mrs. Wurr. Do you think that is—a man? 

Mrs. May. Judging from the boldness of the knock, 
I should say no! (She opens the door and admits Mrs. 
Ber.) What, you again, Mrs. Bee? I'm afraid I haven't 
anything to suit you. 


(Mrs. BEE ts slight and young, wearing dark spectacles, a 
muffler and long coat.) 


Mrs. BEE (in a timid voice). I know, but may I 
come in and wait, please ? Someone might turn up. 
Mrs. May. Certainly, Mrs. Bee. Come in. 


(Mrs. BEE walks across to the chair—R.) 


EA 
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Mrs. Bre. Thank you. 

Mrs. Wurr (turning round). I presume, Mrs. May, 
that I have an option on whatever man arrives first ? 

Mrs. May. I couldn't guarantee anything of that 
sort. Will you sit down, madam ? 

MRs. Wurr. Thank you. 


(There's another knock at the door.) 


Mrs. BEE 
Mrs. Wurr 


(Mrs. May is now behind the desk. Miss JONES goes 
towards the door, at which all are looking. Enter Miss 
Warr. She is a tall and gaunt young woman, whose 
outlook on the world is not biased by an undue pro- 
portion of good looks.) 


} (together). Ah! 


Mrs. May. Good morning. 

Miss Warr (heavily). Good morning. I have been 
advised to take a husband. 

Mrs. May. Advised! By whom? Your doctor ? 

Miss Warr. No, by my clergyman. 

Mrs. May. The wicked old gentleman. 

Mrs. Wurr. Disgusting! 

Mrs. May. And what sort of a husband do you 
require, madam ? 

Miss Warr. I don't mind. Only one thing is im- 
portant. He must be a man with a soul. 

Mrs. May. A what? 

Miss Warr. A soul. 

Mrs. May. What sort of a soul? 

Miss Warr (again heavily). A soul that craves for 
the wide open spaces, the rustling of trees in the 
moonlight, and the perfume of roses in early June, 
Have you any husbands free at the moment ? 

Mrs. May. Not any souley ones. 

Miss Warr. Perhaps I had better call again. (She 
moves towards the door.) 

Mrs. May. Your best chance, madam, would be to 
sit and wait; something with a soul migbt blow in. I 
had one last week—but he was snapped up in no time 
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by a lady who kept a lodging-house in Brighton. My 
assistant will take all particulars—Miss Jones. 


(Miss Warr moves over to the desk.) 


Mrs. May. Now, Mrs. Bee, you've been coming 
every day for the last month. What sort of a husband 
do you really want? A soul or a thriller ? 

Mns. Ber (hesitatingly). Oh—just any sort of a hus- 
band—T ll tell you if one comes in who would suit me. 

Mns. Wurr. I should warn you, madam, that I have 
a prior claim to you on any man this morning. 

Miss Jones. That's all, thank you. 

Mrs. May. Will you sit down, Miss Waff ? 


(Miss Warr takes a seat on the other side of Mrs. WUFF.) 


Mrs. Wurr (aggressively). You get all sorts here, 
don’t you ? 
Mrs. May. It takes all sorts to make a marriage. 


(Another knock. All the ladies stiffen at once. The 
knock 18 repeated.) 


ALL. Ah—— 
Mrs. May. Come in. 


(A tall, gaunt and rugged spinster enters ; she is dressed 
in black and rust—an evil and sombre toque almost, 
but alas ! not entirely, eclipses her countenance. She 
takes a severe and assured glance round the room, sniffs, 
and then walks to the counter.) 


Miss Jones. Yes—madam ? 

Miss CruncH. Are you the proprietress—I said, “ Are 
you the proprietress ? ” 

Miss Jones. Oh, no, ma’am 

Mrs. May. Iam Mrs. May. What can I do for you? 

Miss CruncH. I have called for a husband. 

Mrs. May. Oh, yes! Your own or someone else’s ? 

Miss CruncH. I am not married. 

Mrs. May. And what is your name ? ` 

Miss CruncH. Crunch. 

Mrs. May. I beg your pardon ? 





a 
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Miss CruncH. I said Crunch. 

Mrs. May. Miss Jones, take down Miss Crunch’s 
particulars. 

Miss Jones. Name, please ? 

Miss CruncH. Crunch—Sarah Crunch. 

Miss Jones. Scarah Scrunch—thank you. Age? 

Miss CruncH. Forty-one. 


(An audible titter from the listening ladies.) 


Miss Jones. Spinster ? 

Miss CruncH. Certainly. 

Miss Jones. Nature ? 

Mrs. May. The answer is a lemon, Miss Jones. 

Miss Jones. Thank you. Lemon spinster. What 
sort of a husband do you require, madam ? 

Miss CRUNCH. A worker. Isaid, “A worker.” Have 
you any husbands in now ? 

Mrs. May. No, madam, but one may turn up any 
moment now. Will you take a seat ? 


(Miss Crunon sits beside Miss Warr.) 


Miss Warr. I find this waiting extremely un- 
pleasant. 

Mrs. Wurr. Waiting for a husband is always un- 
pleasant. 

Miss CRUNCH. Stuff and nonsense. 

Mrs. Wurr. I beg your pardon. (With great dignity.) 

Miss CruncH. I said, “Stuff and nonsense." 

Mrs. Wurr. And was that observation addressed to 
me—— } 
(Again there is a knock on the door. This is listened to 

in dead silence, and then it is repeated.) 


ALL. Ah—— 


(The door is opened, and a little OLD Lavy comes in, 
rosy-cheeked and dressed in a manner suggestive of the 
country.) 


OLD Lapy (peeping in). I understand one can hire a 
husband here. 
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Mrs. Wurr. Well, my goodness! 
. Miss CruncH. Upon my word! 

Mes Ber (Togale, 

Mıss Warr. Revolting ! gise.) 

Miss Jones. Well, I never! 

Mrs. May. Not hire, madam—not hire, please. 

Orp Lay. I am very sorry. Perhaps there has 
been some mistake. I was told 

Mrs. Wurr. You don't hire husbands. 

OLp Lapy. I beg your pardon—perhaps I should 
have said I wanted to buy a husband. 

Mrs. May. You can engage a husband if you wish. 

OLD Lapy. Ah! “ Engage ”’—that’s the word I 
should have used. Well, may I have one ? 

Mrs. May. One what? 

OLD Lapy. One husband. 

Mrs. May. Allthese ladies are waiting for a husband 
—perbaps you will wait with them ? 

OLD Lapy. Oh, dear! Will I have to wait? Don't 
you keep them in stock ? 

Mrs. May. In stock! 

Orp Lapy. Dear! dear! dear! dear! Have I said 
something wrong again ? 

Mrs. May. This is not a grocer's shop, madam. 

OLD Lapy. No, indeed, I'm sure it isn't. 

Mrs. May. Will you give my assistant the parti- 
culars, please. 

OLD Lapy. Well, you see, I just want a husband. 

Mrs. May (with heavy sarcasm). Any particular shape 
or size ? 

OLD Lapy. No, I don’t think so—I think I'd like a 
big one. 

Miss Warr. A big one! 

Orp Lay. With blue eyes. 

Miss CruncH. With blue eyes! 

Qun Lapy. I beg your pardon? 

Miss Cruncm. I said, “ With blue eyes.” 

Orp Lapy. So you want one with blue eyes, too. 
They’re so honest, aren't they, dear ? 

Mrs. Wurr. This is getting beyond a joke—I’m not 
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going to waste my time here any longer. (To the OLD 
Lapy.) Are you really telling us that you have come 
here to look for a husband ? 

OLp Lapy. But haven't you? 

Mrs. Wurr. That's a different thing altogether. 

OLp Lapy. But why? I don't understand. 

Mrs. Wurr. At your age—you shouldn't want a 
husband. At my age it’s quite different. 

Miss CruncH. That's a good one. 

Mrs. Wurr (to Miss CruncH). How dare you! 

Miss CruncH. I said,“ That's a good one.” 

Miss Warr. I haven't been asked for my opinion —— 

Mrs. Wurr. No, you haven't, and you needn't give it. 

Miss Warr. But if I were, I would say that this lady 
has as good a right to a husband as anyone else. 

Mrs. BEE (unexpectedly). Hear, hear. 

Mrs. Wurr. Indeed! And who asked you to speak ? 

Mrs. May. For that matter, who asked you? 

Miss CRuNCH. Perhaps he got tired of you—that’s a 
good one. 

Mrs. Wurr. Please mind your own business. 

Miss CruncH. I said, “That's a good one.” 

Mns. May (to the OLD LApx). Won't you sit down, 
madam ? 

OLD Lapy. Thank you. (To Mrs. Wurr.) PI sit 
by you, dear, if I may. 

Mrs. Wurr. I suppose I can’t stop you—but I think 
all this is perfectly ridiculous. 


(Another knock at the door.) 
ALL. Ah! 
Orp Lapy. Now I wonder if that might be a man. 


(The knock is repeated.) 
Mrs. May. Come in. 


(The door is opened and a hand is put round the door 
and a newspaper flung on the floor.) 


Boy’s Voice. Your paper, mum. 


(Miss Jones sadly picks up the paper and looks at it.) 
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Miss Jones. “ Daily Mail.” 
Miss Cruncu (delivering herself of a stupendous joke). 
“ Daily Mail”! Why, that’s what we're waiting for. 


(This is received in stony silence.) 


Miss CRUNCH (in paroxysms). I said, * That's what 
we're all waiting for.” 

Miss Warr. If that is meant as a joke, I consider it 
extremely vulgar. 

Mrs. Wurr. Disgusting. 

OLD Lapy (suddenly). Of course, “ Daily Male "—I 
see it now. (Laughing.) 

Miss Cruncu. I said, “ That's what we're all waiting 
for.” 

Mrs. May. And very good, too. 


(They all laugh except Mrs. Wurr and Miss Warr.) 


Mrs. Wurr. As I said before, this is all perfectly 
ridiculous. I have come here to find a husband, and I 
find a room of sniggering women. 

Miss Warr. I beg your pardon, I wasn't sniggering. 
How dare you say such a thing. 

Miss CruncH. She'd dare anything. 

Mrs. May. Now, then, ladies, ladies, please. 

Miss CruncH. I said 





(But again there is a knocking at the door, and all the 
ladies stiffen.) 


ALL. Ah |— 
Miss Warr. Is that one? 
Mrs. May (holding up her head for silence). Ssh 


(The knocking—very timid, deprecatory knocking—is re- 
peated.) 


That’s one. Come in. 


(The door opens slowly, and Tar Man comes in. He 
ıs— whatever you like, and of the same age, and dressed 
$n the same way. Obviously he is in a new and rather 
strange situation, but he is going to make the best of dt.) 
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Mrs. May. Miss Jones, please shut the door behind 
the gentleman. (In a whisper.) And lock it. 


(THe Man half turns round as this manæuvre is com- 
pleted, and then moves a few steps into the room.) 


Tue Man. Excuse me—but are any of you ladies 
looking for a husband ? 


(The ladies rise as one lady.) 
ALL. Yes. 


(THE MAN rapidly surveys them, and then hurriedly turns 
to the door.) 


THE Man. Oh!— I think Ill call another day. 

Miss CruncH. Stop. 

THE Man. I beg your pardon ? 

Miss CruncH. I said, “ Stop." 

THE Man (hastening away). No! I don’t think I 
will, thank you. 

Mrs. May. Are you looking for a wife ? 

THe Man. I was—but it doesn't matter now. (He 
tries the door.) What's the matter with this door? 
Why, it’s locked. (He looks round in angry surprise, and 
his eye lights on Miss Jones.) Youlockedit. I saw you. 

Miss Jones. Ooo-er, what a frightful story. 

Tue Man. You know you did. I can see the key in 
your hand. 

Miss Jones. I wouldn't give up that key, not if you 
were to throttle me to death. 

THE Man. But I haven't the faintest wish to throttle 
you to death. But will you kindly open that door ? 

Mrs. May. Tf we do open the door, will you go away ? 

Tue Man. Certainly. 

Mrs. May. Then we won't open it. 
= Mrs. Wurr. You came here to get a wife, and you'll 
i have to have one. Personally, I should advise you 
take the one you like the look of best. 

Tae Man. This sounds remarkably like intimidation. 

OLp Lapy. Come in again, young man, you're quite 
safe. 
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Tue Man. I should feel far safer with the door open. 
Mrs. May. Won't you sit down, Mr. — ? 


(She places a chair c. They all sit.) 


Tae Man. Smith. 

Mrs. May. Miss Jones, open that door. Now, Mr. 
Smith, I am the proprietress of “‘ Husbands Supplied.” 
I understand that you are in need of a situation. 

THE Man. Well, I certainly came here to look for a 
wife. 

Mrs. May. I can promise you we will have no diffi- 
culty in suiting you. Will you draw up your chairs, 
ladies ? 


(A semi-circle is formed round Tue Man. Mrs. Wurr 
attempts to get her chair in between that of Miss CRUNCH 
and Tug Man. Miss CRUNCH is having none of tt.) 


Miss Crunca. No, you don't. 

Mrs. Wurr. Kindly make room for me. 
Miss Crunca. I said, “No, you don't.” 
Mrs. May. Now, ladies, please. 


(Miss CRUNCH slips her chair round left of THE MAN.) 


Orp Lapy (to Miss Warr). My dear, do you mind 
telling me what colour eyes he's got? I can't see from 
here. 


(Miss Warr leaves the circle and gazes intently into THE 
Man’s eyes.) 


Blue ? 
Miss Warr. Deep Mediterranean blue. 
Miss CrRUNCH. Go away. 
Miss Warr. Are you addressing me ? 
Miss CruncH. Yes! I said, “Go away.” 
Miss Warr (returning to her seat). What rudeness. 
Mrs. May. If any of you ladies would like to ask the 
applicant any questions 
Miss CruncH. Eat cheese? 
Tue Man. I beg your pardon ? 
Miss Crunca. I said, “ Eat cheese t ” 
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Tue MAN (a little taken aback). Yes! I eat cheese. 
Miss CruncH. Drink beer? 

THE MAN. Yes, occasionally. 

Miss CruncH. Pints or gallons ? 

THe Man. Pints as a rule. (Politely.) 

Mrs. Wurr. Can you dance ? 

THE Man. A little. 

Mrs. Wurr. Tango? 

Tue Man. Indifferently. 

Miss Warr. Do you read? 

Tue Man. Yes. 

Miss Warr. What? 

THe Man. “Daily Mail.” 

Miss Cruncaz. “Daily Mail ”—that's a good one. 
THe Man. I don't quite understand. 

Miss CruncH. I said, “ That's a good one.” Smoke 
tobacco ? 

Tur Man. Yes. 

Miss CRUNCH. Clean about the house ? 

Tue Man. I hope so. 

Mrs. Wurr. And now about your references. 

Tae Man. References ? 

Mrs. Wurr. Yes! Previous employer. 

Mrs. May. The lady wants to know, have you been 
married before ? 


Tae Man. Yes. 
Miss CruncH. Often? 
Tue Man. No. 


Miss Warr. Is she alive ? 

Miss CruncH. Are they alive! 

Tue Man. I don't know. 

Mrs. Wurr. Ah! a bigamist—this sounds interest- 
ing. 

Ape Warr. Are you a bigamist ? 

Orp Lapy. What is a bigamist, my dears ? 

Mrs. May. A man who makes two bites at a cherry. 
Orp Lapy. I don’t at all understand what a bigamist 
is yet. 

Miss CruncH. A damn fool. 

Mrs. May. Miss Crunch—Miss Crunch ! 
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Miss Crunca. I said, “Damn fool" (To THE 
Man.) Gambler ? 

Tue Man. No! 

Miss Warr. You haven't answered the question yet. 
Are you a bigamist ? 

Tae Man. No! 

Miss Warr. Then what happened to your first wife ? 

Tar Man. Separated. 

Miss Warr. Divorced ? 

Tue Man. That sort of thing. 

OLp Lapy. May I ask a few questions? 

Mrs. May. Certainly. 

OLD Lapy. Are you sober, honest and truthful t 

Tue Man. Yes, I think so. 

Miss CRUNcH. All three ? 

THe Man. Yes! 

Miss CruncH. Bosh! 

Mrs. Wurr. You must understand that if I engage 
you, I shall expect you to take an interest in things I 
am interested in. 

Miss CRuNCH. Men? 

Mrs. Wurr. I beg your pardon ? 

Miss CruncH. I said, * Men?" 

Mrs. Wurr (to Tue Man). Kindly stand up. 


(THE MAN does so.) 


Turn round. 
(He does so.) 
Miss CruncH. Teeth. 
(He shows his teeth.) 


Your own or somebody else’s ? 
Tae Man. All my own. 
OLD Lapy. Do you take cold easily, dear f 
Tar Man. No! 
Mrs. Wurr. Thank you. You may sit down. 
Mrs. May. Any other questions, ladies ? 
Miss CruncH. No need for questions. I'll take him. 
Miss Warr. You'll do nothing of the sort. 
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Miss Cruncm. I said, "PN take him.” 

Miss Warr. As a matter of fact, I shall engage him. 
Miss Cruncaz. I said—— 

Mrs. Wurr. There is no need to argue about it—I 

have already chosen him. 

Miss CRUNCH (standing up). Come along. 

Tae Man. But 
Mrs. Wurr (seizing him, too). Kindly let my husband 





go. 
5 Miss Warr. Your husband—I have already engageé; 

im. 

Tae Man. But, ladies, really 

OLD Lapy. Now, my dears, you can't all take him— 
and just to save any argument I am going to have him 
myself. 

Miss Crunca. Rubbish! 

Mns. Wurr. Ridiculous ! | (Together. Noise.) 

Miss Warr. Absurd! 

Miss CruncH. Come along now—— | 








Mrs. Wurr. I tell you, I 
Miss Warr. I'm not going to 
OLD Lapy. There's no use trying 
Mrs. May. Ladies, be quiet, all of you—and sit down, 


(They all subside.) 


Please remember that this is my office. There need 
be no further argument—I have decided to engage him 


(Together. 
Noise.) 








myself. 

ALL. What? 

Mrs. May. That is all, ladies—the bureau is closed 
for the day. 


Miss CruncH. Robber—l said, “ You're a robber.” 

Mrs. Wurr. You needn’t think we’re going to let 
you get away with him. 

Mrs. May. Miss Jones, I expect you to stand by me. 

Miss Jones (fumbling in her bag). Here you are. 
It’s a guinea, isn't it ? 

Mrs. May. What's a guinea ? 

Miss Jones. The fee—l don't see why I shouldn’t 
have him myself. I'm younger than any of you. 
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Miss CRUNCH. Liar! 

Tae Man. May I be allowed to say a word ? 

Miss CRuNcH. I know—— You want me—come 
along. 

Mrs. May. Let him go. 

Tue Man. Ladies, may I be allowed to say a word ? 
Since you can't all have me, why shouldn't I choose 
the one I like best? 

Mrs. Wurr. Good gracious! Fancy a man choosing 
his wife ! 

Toe Man. I know it's not done nowadays, but I 
don't see any other way out of the difficulty. 

Miss CruncH. Man's right. Sit down. (Miss 
CRUNCH sits.) 

Mrs. May. Well, perhaps there’s something in the 
idea. (Mrs. May sits.) 

Tar Man. Are you all agreed ? 


(They nod assent.) 
Good. Then won’t you all sit down? 


(They sit down.) 
Good, again. 
(There is a pause.) 
Miss CruncH. Well!—— I’m still here. I said, 
“Tm still here.” 


(There is no answer and the others signal to her to be silent.) 


Miss Warr. Will you be silent and allow him to 
make up his mind ? 

Mrs. Wurr (smiling at him). I don't think there will 
be any difficulty about that. 

Tue Man. But you haven't told me yet what each 
of you has to offer me. 

Mrs. May. Well, I never. 

Miss Crunca. Man's right. Ill begin. I 

Miss Warr. I can 

Mrs. Wurr. With me—— 

Orp Lavy. If you 

Miss Jones. I know—— 

Mrs. May. I offer—— 








(Together. Noise.) 
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Tue Man. Wouldn't it be better if you all spoke 
prarstely * Supposing you all spoke in order from the 
right. 

Mrs. May. Very well Mrs. Bee. 

Mrs. BEE (nervously). Oh! I think I'll leave it to 
you, ladies. 

Mrs. May. Good. Mrs. Wuff. 

Mrs. Wurr. I can offer you all that the others can 
—and something else. 

Miss CRuNcH. Hey! what's that—I said, “What's 
that ? ” 

Tue Man. Don’t interrupt, please. 

E. Wurr (intensely). I can offer you——companion- 
ship. 

Miss CruncH. That's a good one—l said, “ That's a 
good one.” 

Mrs. May. Time's up. Next, please. 

Miss Warr. I can offer you something infinitely 
bigger—something that transcends to oblivion and brings 
the joy of infinity. I ean bring you 

Miss CRUNCH. Spit it out. 

Mrs. May. Silence, please. 

Miss CruncH. I said (But here Tug MAN for- 
tunately places his open hand across her mouth.) 

Miss Warr. I can bring you—love. 

Miss Crunca. Well, I never. That's a better one. 
I said, ‘ That's a better one.” l 

Mrs. May. Will you be quiet, please? It’s your 
turn now. What can you offer ? 

Miss CRUNCH (without a moment's hesitation). Beer 
and victuals. 

Tae Man. Beer and what ? 

Miss CruncH. I said, * Beer and victuals.” 

Mrs. May. Is that all? 

Miss CRUNCH. Quite enough. 

Mrs. May. Very well, then. Miss Jones, since you 
insist on regarding yourself as a client —— 

Mıss Jones. I can offer you—my heart. 

Miss CruncH. Better have beer and victuals. 

Mrs. May. Isthatall? Very well, I will speak last, 
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I can offer you a good home and house and a share in 
this office. Now then, choose. 

OLp Lapy. Just a moment—you seem to have for- 
gotten me. 

Mrs. May. Oh, you're still playing, are you? Very 
well, then. 

OLD Lapy. I can offer you half—just exactly half a 
little farmhouse fifteen miles outside Maidstone in Kent. 
The river runs through the bottom of the meadow 
in front of the house, and the meadow is gay with 
orchids and bryony—white bryony and black—and 
willow throstle, and the sun sets at the back through 
the orchard and throws long black shadows on the 
ground—and if you like beer, why, remember we grow 
hops in Kent. 

Mrs. May. Is that all? Now—choose. 


(Tue Man thinks for a moment—then walks up and down 
a few steps in front of them.) 


Tae Man. Do you know, I find it impossible to 
make up my mind. You are all so attractive—and 
in so many ways. The beauty of Colette—charm of 
Mignonette—grace of Antoinette in you arrayed. Must 
I refuse you all because I admire you all? 

Miss CruncH. I'm still here. 

Tue Man. Yes! I know. 

Miss Crunca. Well! 

THE Man. A moment, please. Let me think, Let 
me see—there are (counting) one, two, three, four, five, 
six, seven of you, and there are seven days of the week. 

Miss CruncaH. There's only five of them as well as 
me. She (pointing to Mrs. BEE) isn't in it. 

Tue Man. Six of you—why, that makes it even 
better. Supposing, now, you six were to share me. 

ALL. Share you! 

Tur Man. Yes! I should be husband of the first 
of you on the first day of the week—the second on the 
second, and so on. You see, in that way I should enjoy 
—Companionship on Mondays—Love on Tuesdays— 
Beer and— wasn't it victuals on Wednesdays ? This lady’s 


] 
på 
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heart on Thursdays and the Bureau on Fridays—and 


that delightful meadow at Maidstone on Saturdays. 


Miss CRUNcH. And what would you do on Sundays ? 

Tue Man. Sunday, my dear lady, is a day of rest. 

Miss Warr. Well, I think that is the most abomin- 
able suggestion I have ever heard. He isn’t a bigamist 
—he’s a Mormon. 

Mrs. May. Scandalous and disgraceful. 

Mrs. Wurr. Intolerable. Haven’t you eyes in your 
head, man ? 

Miss Jones (regretfully). I am afraid my people 
would never allow me. 

Mrs. Mav. The whole thing's impossible. 

ALL. Absolutely. 

Mrs. May. Ladies, I propose that we adjourn to the 
other room and discuss this matter in private. Some 
arrangement will have to be made unless we all want 
to lose him. 

Miss CruncH. You go away and discuss. Ill watch 
bim. 

Mns. Wurr. I wouldn't trust that woman with any 
man. 

Miss Warr. Certainly not. 

Mns. May. Iknow—Mrs. Bee, you are not interested 
in this gentleman ? 

Mrs. Bre. I—what. Oh, no, of course not. Why 
should I be ? 

Mrs. May. Very well—we will lock the outer door 
and give you the key, while we all arrange the affair 
in the other room. You stay here with him, and if he 
attempts to take the key from you—scream. (Locking 
the door, and giving the key to Mrs. BEE.) 

Mrs. Ber. But I 

Mrs. Mav. Will that do, ladies? 

Miss Warr. I think it is an excellent idea. 

Mrs. Wurr. Certainly. 

Mrs. May. Come along then. 





Miss Jones first, then the OLD Lapy, who blows a 


è 
$ (She opens the door to the room, and the ladies file out— 
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kiss to the man—then Miss Warr, followed by Mrs. 
Wurr.) 


Miss CruncH (to Mrs. BEE). Now, then, no monkey 
tricks. I said, * No monkey tricks.” 


(She goes out, followed by Mrs. May, and the two are left 
alone.) 


Tue Man (walking to the outer door). God—what a 
mess. (Trying the door.) Locked all right. 


(Mrs. BEE holds up the key.) 


I wonder is there anything I can do to persuade you to 
let me get out of this damned place. You see, it's all 
been a mistake. 

Mrs. Ber (still in her pitched voice). No mistake. 
You wanted a wife—you'll get a wife—several wives— 
six of them. 

Tue Man. But you don't understand, I didn't come 
here to get a wife—I came to look for 

Mrs. BEE. Someone else's wife, I expect. 

Tue Man. Not someone else’s—my own. 

Mrs. Ber. What! 

Tae Man. Oh! it’s a long sordid story—I can't 
possibly tell you all of it. 

Mrs. Ber. Tell me the spicy bits. 

Tue Man. There—there aren't any spicy bits. 

Mrs. Ber. Sit down and tell me. 

THe Man. Will you let me out if I do? 

Mrs. Ber. I might. Sit down—now—— 

Tue Man. Well, you see, we were only married two 
years when I suppose I got worried over work, or care- 
less, or something, and we—— 


Mrs. Bee. Quarrelled. 





Tug Man. Yes! About something silly, and from - 


bad it got to worse, and then one day she left me. 
Mrs. BEE. Go on. 
THe Man. That's all. 


Mrs. Bre. That's very little. Didn't you try to get | 


her to come back ? 
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Tae Man. That's it. I couldn't. I didn’t know 
where she had gone to. 

Mrs. Ber. Did you look for her? 

THE MAN. Everywhere. 

Mrs. Ber. Hadn't she gone back to her mother and 
father ? 

Tue Man. She hadn't a mother or father. 

Mrs. Bee. Dear me—what a convenient sort of wife 
to have. But still I don't understand what you were 
doing in here looking for another wife ? 

Tug Man. I wasn’t—I was looking for her. I 
thought she might be looking for another husband. 
Now, please, will you let me go? 


(From the back Miss Cruncu’s voice is heard.) 
Miss CruncH. Ill have him, I say, I'll have him. 


(The voice is almost drowned in a shriek of protest from 
the others.) 


Tae Man. For mercy's sake, let me go before that 
comes back. 

Mrs. Bre. Certainly not. I had hoped that there 
might be something good in your story, but now it turns 
out that you are nothing more than a bad-tempered, 
selfish husband, and you deserve all you get. 

THE MAN. But you promised 


(Here the door is flung open and Miss CRUNCH enters, 
followed by the others.) 


Miss Crunca. That's all right. I'm to have you—I 
say I'm to have you. 

Mrs. May. Come back, you brazen hussy. 

Mrs. Wurr. Take her away from him. 

Miss Jones (entering). Here, fair play—fair play. 

Miss Warr. I insist on my rights. 

OLD Lapy. I may be old, but I’m very tough, and 
I'll not give him up without a struggle. 

Tue Man. Ladies—ladies. Please let me go. 

Miss Crunca. All settled. (To Mrs. BEE.) Give 
me the key. 
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ALL. Don't give it to her. 

Mrs. May. You can't have him. We're five to one. 
Now, sir, we have decided to accept your offer—we will 
share you. 

THe Man. My heavens! And whom do I begin with ? 

Miss CruncH. Me. Come along. 

Mrs. BEE (unexpectedly). Wait a moment. 

Mrs. May. And who asked you to speak ? 

Mrs. BEE. Nobody—but he’s coming home with 
me. 

Miss Crunca. Dirty work. Dirty work. You 
shouldn’t have left them together. 

Mrs. Bre. He's coming with me. 

THe Man. Well, I 

Mrs. BEE. You're coming with me, aren't you— 
Charles ? 

Tue Man. Charles—how do you know my name ? 

Mrs. BEE. Come over here—closer—closer—now. 

THE Man. I'm afraid I don't understand. 

Mrs. Ber (taking off her glasses). Look into my eyes 
—Charles. 

Miss CruncH. Don’t you do anything of the sort. 
I know the game. Sex appeal. 

Tue Man. Phillipina—Good heavens—you! (He 
seizes her in his arms.) 

Miss CruncH (belabouring him with an umbrella). 
Come off it—come off it! 

Mrs. May. You minx. 

Miss Warr. The basest treachery. 

Mrs. Wurr. You intriguing woman. 

Tue Man. My Phillipina. 

Miss CRUNCH. What's all this about Phillipina ff 

THe Man. But you don't understand. 

Mrs. May. Understand what ? 

Mrs. BEE (who is taking off her coat and muffler and 
now stands revealed as a charming demoiselle of twenty- 
three). This man—is my husband! 

Miss Crunca. Oh, my garters. 

Tue Man. Yes, it's quite true. 

Mrs. May. Then what were you doing here i 
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Mas. Wurr. It'sa put-up job between the two of them. 

Tue Man. Ladies, I am sorry—really so very sorry 
to have deceived you all, but this is my wife. You see 
— we quarrelled—it was all my fault—and she left me. 
I looked for her everywhere, and then—it struck me as 
possible—I might find her here. 

Mrs. May (to Mrs. Bez). And you? 

Mrs. BEE. Well, you see. I’m afraid I wanted him 
to find me—and I couldn't go back myself, could I ?—so 
I just thought he might happen to come here now—so 
that’s all. 

Mrs. Wurr. All—and I should think that's enough. 
Here have I spent å whole morning assisting two silly 
people to get married to each other again. 

Mrs. BEE. Were awfully sorry. 

Mrs. Wurr. I should think you are—I consider I 
have been shamefully deceived. (Going to the door and 
speaking to Mrs. May.) As for you, madam, I shall tell 
all my friends how I have been treated (lo the door, 
voice rises) and I consider that your Bureau is nothing 
more than—a sanguinary swindle. 


(She goes out.) 


Miss Warr. I, too, have been deceived—and I shall 
go back and tell my clergyman—that he’ll have to 
marry ıne himself. 

Miss CruncH. That’ll serve him right. Woman's a 
fool—well, game’s up. I’m off. 

Tue Man. But won't you let me—— 

Miss Crunca. I said, “ Game's up." (Going to the 
door. No fool like an old fool. I'll buy a pekinese 
instead. Good-bye. 

Orp Lapy. Well, my dears, I hope you'll be very 


happy. 
Mrs. Ber. That’s just sweet of you. (She kisses her.) 
Orp Lapy. Good-bye, little wife—don’t do it again. 
(To Tue Man.) Good-bye, young man—be a little 


wiser next time. > 
Tue Man. Good-bye. (Unexpectedly he kisses the 


OLD Lapy.) 
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Or» Lavy (going to the door). H'mm, I hoped you'd 
do that. 


(She goes out.) 
Mrs. May. A pretty kettle of fish. Well, you both 


owe me a guinea. 

Tug Man (fumbling in his pockets). Here you 
are. 

Mrs. May. Ten pounds—you must be very fond of 
her. 

Tae Man. I am. 

Mrs. May. No fool like a young one. Thank you, 
Come along, Miss Jones. 


(She goes to the inner room.) 


Miss Jones (to Mrs. Ber). Good-bye, ma’am. 
Mrs. BEE. Good-bye. E 
Miss Jones. Good-bye, sir. 

Tune Man (shaking her hand). Good-bye. 

Miss Jones (hesitating). Er—good-bye, sir. 
THE Man. Good-bye. 

Miss Jones. Er—good-bye, sir. 

Mrs. Bre. Go on, Charles. 

Tar Man. Go on, what—— 

Mrs. Bre. Kiss her. 

Tue Man. Oh! Lord, must I? (He kisses her.) 
Mrs. May (at the door). Miss Jones. 

Miss Jones. Oh! coming, madam—coming. 


(She runs off.) 


Mrs. Bre. And now—— 

Tue MAN (coming to her). And now % 

Mrs. Bre. You'll never be brutal to me again ? 

Tue Man. Phillipina. Never—and you'll never run 
away from me again ? 

Mrs. Bre. Never! 

THE MAN (about to kiss her). Then, darling—— 

Mrs. Bre. Darling 


(But the door is opened and Miss CRUNCH appears.) 
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Miss  Crunon. Forgot to say. In cases of any 
nie in the future, shall always be at home Wednesday 
nighta, 


CURTAIN. 


Jharacter costumes and wigs used in the performance of plays 
itained in French’s Acting Edition may be obtained from Messrs 
ARLES H, Fox LTD, 25, Shelton Street, London. W.C.2. 


MADE IN GREAT BRITAIN BY 
LATIMER TREND & COMPANY LTD PLYMOUTH 





FALKLAND L. CARY 


HUSBANDS SUPPLIED 





ISBN 0 573 02109 0 


